WATER      UNDER      THE      BRIDGES
each pony once, after which lots were drawn for them and each player
was responsible for training the ponies which had fallen to him by lot.
There were some very funny spectacles, ponies bucking and squeal-
ing and riders being thrown in every direction. On the whole,
however, it was remarkable how quickly the ponies settled down both
to being ridden and to the game, and by the end of the season most of
them were useful players and some were remarkably good. A few, it
is true, were complete failures, and one of these it had been my mis-
fortune to draw. He went all right until I raised my stick to hit the
ball, whereupon he dug all his four toes into the ground and just sat
down, leaving me standing over him. Nothing and nobody could .
cure him of this, so he had to be sold to a farmer, who came back a
week later and asked for his money back on the ground that the pony
had kicked his cart to pieces. The early games were pretty dangerous
performances, but in fact there were no serious accidents until the very
end of the summer, when Serge Belosselsky came into collision with
his own son, was badly thrown and broke his arm.
By the beginning of 19141 had begun to get restless again. In spite
of not being a particularly good mixer, I had a wider circle of friends
in Russia than I ever had elsewhere. But I was in the early thirties,
St. Petersburg was too expensive a post for me, and I had, moreover,
a decided "Wanderlust." This time it was to Rome that I wished to
go for many reasons, and after some pleading with the F.O., it was
agreed that I should be transferred there.
England was at that time in the throes of the Irish crisis, and when
I was on leave in March I had gone over to Donegal to stay with my
brother-in-law, Charlie Leitrim, one of the most fanatical of Ulster-
men and one of the most energetic of its gun-runners. I had played
a small part under his leadership in smuggling some 200 revolvers and
2,000 rounds of ammunition into the Northern Counties via Stranraer.
My role was that of a decoy, one of the revolvers being placed in my
suitcase, with a view to occupying the attention of the Customs
officers, while the rest of the consignment was slipped over the ship's
side into safe hands. The plan succeeded admirably. My revolver
was discovered after I had protested against my bag being opened on
the ground that I was a Government official. I continued to protest
against its being taken away from me on the ground that Ireland was
in a turmoil and that I needed it for my own protection. All the
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